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vi PREFACE 

My apology for handing the lines over to 
an indulgent publisher is simply this — that for 
a time I am laid aside from work, and may 
neither read, nor write, nor preach, nor visit. 
And in the long, silent hours, meditating on 
St. John and his message, I have found a 
certain consolation as my thoughts have fallen 
into a familiar rhythm. The mechanic exercise 
of composing has soothed and comforted a 
restless mind, and longing as I do to com- 
municate with dear friends whose sympathy 
and response have formed for years the main 
blessing of my life, I offer them these verses 
on the greatest of all subjects, not for their 
poetical merit, but for the greatness of the 
subject, and for the delight of being in com- 
munion with them. 

I do not suppose that this tiny booklet 
will so much as attract the attention of the 
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critic ; it would be, therefore, superfluous to 
deprecate the severity which will never be 
evoked. But if some exasperated reviewer, 
turning over the piles of unnecessary verses, 
should light upon this modest effort, I would 
crave his indulgence by reminding him that 
as a poet may sometimes write prose without 
claiming to be prosaic, so one whose familiar 
vehicle is prose may sometimes write verse 
without claiming to be poetic. And, indeed, 
I can very honestly assure every critic that 
I have no ambition to gain a poet's laurel, 
though I ardently desire to gain the crown 
of life in commendation of which St. John 
wrote and I venture to write of him. 

The only liberty that I have taken with my 
subject is, that I have introduced three refer- 
ences to the legendary history of St. John — 
the rescue of the young robber chieftain, the 
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Apostle s playing with the tame partridge, and 
the leaving of the Bath in which Cerinthus 
was ; and I have ventured to identify the 
young hunter who was astonished that St. 
John should play with the bird, and the con- 
verted robber, with the amanuensis who writes 
from St. John's dictation. 
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ST. JOHN 

I 

TURING me the parchment, son, and sit beside me, 
And write for me the things I saw and heard ; 
The hasting years and gathering shadows chide me. 
Because I have not written of the Word. 

Though I am old, I needs must tell the story 
Of that great thing which happened in my youth. 
He became flesh, and I beheld His glory, 
Son of the Father, full of grace and truth. 



ST. JOHN 



At first we thought that nothing need be written, 
For His Parousia, sudden and aflame, 
Would dawn, and aU the darkness would be smitten 
In the new coming of the One who came. 



M 



Then the years passed, and when the city perished, 
Three of the Brethren, who were writers, stored 
Some of the precious things which memory cherished, 
The sufferings and the sayings of our Lord, y^ 



ST. JOHN 



Good were the things and true which they recorded, 
Yet knew they not the order and the plan ; 
Nor could they know what long years have afforded 
Of the indwelling of the Son of Man. 

M 

Though much was written, much has been omitted. 
Which I perchance, and only I, can tell. 
So I must write, even I, although unfitted 
To write of that which is ineffable. 



ST. JOHN 



Write it in Greek ; the sweet, strong Aramaic 
Is only known in my old fatherland, 
And we must turn the poem into prosaic. 
Plain words, which all the world can understand. 



ST. JOHN 



II 



'^JOW pause awhile, and let me, son, remind you 
Of those unlawful paths which once you trod ; 
And how I sought the robbers' lair to find you. 
Fell at your feet, and brought you back to God. 

For I believe the Book which we are pondering 
Shall reach out hands and compass all the earth. 
Finding the lost and bringing home the wandering, 
Giving them light, and faith, and second birth. 



ST. JOHN 



He came from Nazareth, came all unescorted, 
Sinless, among the sinful crowd, alone ; 
And John, our prophet, saw Him, and reported 
That He was there, among them, all unknown. 

M 

Light on the waters of the Jordan glistened, 
Sound as of thunder from the heavens pealed, 
And we, amazed, not understanding, listened. 
And knew that Him the Voice from Heaven had sealed. 



ST. JOHN 



III 



npHEN we went up unto the Holy City, 
(Those Three forgot it, or they did not know) 
To spread above it wings of love and pity, 
And screen it from its predetermined woe. 

How can I speak His words, all life and spirit ? 
They run and glow and mingle with my own. 
The Truth itself, what human ear can hear it. 
Heard in the inner silences alone ? 



ST. JOHN 



But He would speak a word which was the Essence 
Of Being here, and where the star-mists roll : 
A word, which with a sudden incandescence 
Would melt, and interpenetrate the soul. 

And once in folly of indignant passion 
I wished to fetch down fire from above. 
And He rebuked me in His gentle fashion. 
And bade me learn the spirit of His love. 



ST. JOHN 



Alas ! the lesson was too long in learning : 
Once, when Cerinthus tarried in the bath, 
I felt the zeal, all hot within me burning. 
And hurried forth to shun impending wrath. 

M 

But now I think the lesson is imprinted 
Deep in my heart, and ready on my tongue : 
I feel a love unending, and unstinted, 
For saint or sinner, and for old or young. 



lo ST. JOHN 



And He is not to me the dim and distant 
Figure who bore in history a part : 
But the absorbed and inward self-existent, 
Divine Indweller of my inmost heart. 




ST. JOHN II 



IV 



CO you are back, my son ; now take the stylus, 
For much is told, but much remains untold. 
We may not let the passing things beguile us ; 
The tale is great, but I am very old. 

Ah ! this tame partridge ; I perceive you wonder 
That 1 should toy and pet it with my hand ; 
And yet that bow you bear would snap asunder 
If it were not from time to time unspanned. 



12 ST. JOHN 



This task of ours is great beyond conceiving : 
Strong is the spirit, but the flesh is frail : 
And there must be some leisure for relieving 
The strain of nerve and brain, or I should fail. 

M 

But He, He gives His Flesh for my nutrition ; 
He pours His Blood as water for my drink ; 
The vine would have the branch for its fruition. 
He will sustain me, that I shall not sink. 



ST. JOHN 13 



He is the Shepherd of the grand devotion, 
Who lays His life down for the errant sheep : 
And He, my peace, amid the world's commotion, 
Serene and confident, my soul shall keep. 

M 

What is it, which thus gives me recollection 
Of what He said, cleanses my dusty feet. 
Convicts of sin, and promises perfection ? 
This inward Power is the Paraclete. 



ST, JOHN 15 



A ND once in Patmos ('tis in Heaven, or near it) 
I was immured, a witness, for His name : 
It was the Lord's day, I was in the Spirit, 
And He came to me like a living flame. 

I am the End, He said, and the Beginning, 

I hold the keys of life, the keys of death ; 

And like the waters of a torrent dinning. 

His voice broke over me, with quickening breath. 



1 6 ST. JOHN 



Thus He to me is ever inspiration, 
A Guest, a Fire, a Fountain-Head within ; 
Nor can I draw the line of demarcation. 
And say where He ends, and where I begin. 




ST. JOHN 17 

VI 

/^^OME now, record that night with Nicodemus, 
The Spirit, and the water, and the Birth — 
The Birth from Heaven, — it would ill beseem us 
To let that message perish from the earth. 

And come, record Samaria's sinful daughter. 
Who went for water, which the old well yields ; 
When He poured out the stream of living water 
And straightway harvest whitened in the fields. 



1 8 ST. JOHN 



And that blind man, who had been born benighted 
Expressly, that his healing might afFord 
Proof of the Light from Heaven, which has lighted 
The world of sin and shadow, by the Lord. 



M 



And Lazarus, and Bethany, remember. 
(Why did the Three omit that crowning sign ?) 
He called His dead friend from the rocky chamber, 
And then we knew our Master was divine. 



ST. JOHN 19 



VII 



A ND then the Three knew not, or had forgotten, 
That the Last Supper fell upon the Eve, 
And not the Day ; so that the One Begotten 
Became the Paschal Lamb, that we receive. 

Record the Supper ; but I think 'twere better 
To make no mention of the Flesh and Blood ; 
For men will be entangled in the letter 
And miss the spirit they have not understood. 



20 ST. JOHN 



For I the true Bread ever am receiving ; 
Feasting, or fasting, still I eat of Him. 
His Blood flows through me, cleansing and forgiving. 
His cup is at my lips, full to the brim. 



M 



Leave then the forms : but I would fain record 
That last discourse, the Table's richest feast ; 
The word and act which showed Him as the Lover 
Unto the end, of greatest and of least. 



ST. JOHN 21 



How it comes back, from years so far retreating, 
So distant, that all else is growing dim ! 
I hear the hearts in silent sorrow beating, 
I catch the accents of that final hymn. 




ST. JOHN 23 



VIII 



npHEN, with the other Two, I saw the Master 
Beneath the olives, bending to the sod. 
Bearing the burden of the world's disaster, 
Draining the chalice of the wrath of God. 

M 

Alas ! we could not watch, we only slumbered ; 
The eyes were heavy, and the soul, with sleep ; 
But, for atonement, through the years unnumbered, 
The vigil of His sacrifice I keep. 



24 ST. JOHN 



And then I see the dark face of the traitor, 
And hear the kiss ; there comes a flash of light I 
And though He calls not on the legions greater, 
His lesser servants, fearing, took to flight. 




ST. JOHN 25 

IX 
Pj^AR, far away, this Gentile habitation, 
Under the shadow of Diana's shrine. 
Far from my home, and from the Holy Nation ; 
This Grecian tongue is strange, and undivine. 

M 

The City perished, and the Jews were scattered — 
The City where our Lord was crucified : 
It stands before me, dark and blood bespattered ! 
'Twas He that lived, Jerusalem that died. 



26 ST. JOHN 



There, by the ruined City, as in vision, 
Rises and towers, and will for ever tower 
The Cross, surrounded by the Jews' derision : 
Uttermost weakness turned to utmost power. 

M 

Ever I seem to stand beneath the transom 
On which His outstretched arms were nailed for me ; 
And take the freedom, purchased by His ransom, 
And am His absolute bondsman, being free. 



ST. JOHN 27 



Yes, from the Cross, He bad me take His Mother. 
I took her, and I loved her till she died : 
And now I count as mother, sister, brother. 
All men and women, scattered far and wide. 

And I recall — nay, how forget the token ? — 
The spear that pierced ; and from the open side 
Water and blood, which showed His Heart had broken; 
I saw, I wondered, and I testified. 



28 ST. JOHN 



Yea, towers the Cross above the waters darkling, 
The flood of sin which overflowed the world, 
Towers far aloft, and like the day-star sparkling, 
Shines in the lustrous heavens, as dawn, empearled. 

M 

I was the Baptist's son at the beginning, 
And now am ending where that John begins. 
Crying, and pointing all the lost and sinning 
To Him, the Lamb of God who bears their sins. 



ST. JOHN 29 

X 

llJE rose again. Swiftly the strange news travelled 
Throughout the city, heavy in its guilt. 
His mystic prophecy was then unravelled ; 
He was the ruined Temple, now rebuilt. 

But of the manner of the Resurrection — 
Who can recount in fulness what occurred ? 
Bewildering joy confuses recollection, 
And what is seen mingles with what is heard. 



30 ST. JOHN 



But what I saw I know, and every trifle 
Stands in clear outline, sounds in clearest sound ; 
And that I tell. Let other writers rifle 
The fragmentary stories that abound. 

Came Mary Magdalen, when dawn was breaking. 
And said the stone was moved, though it was great. 
Then Peter and I ran out, each overtaking 
Other, until we reached the garden gate. 



ST. JOHN 31 



I reached the tomb first — he was first to enter — 
But when I looked I saw Christ was not there ; 
The linen clothes, all wrapped, lay in the centre, 
But for the rest, the tomb was still and bare. 

Then Mary told us that she saw Him later ; 
But on the same day, at the eventide, 
He came among us, mystical and greater. 
And yet the same, showing His hands and side. 



32 ST. JOHN 



And a week after, He to us and Thomas, 
Who had been absent, did again appear ; 
A little later. He departed from us, 
Leaving us certain that He still is here. 




ST. JOHN 33 

XI 

'^jrOW must I tell the doings that attended 
His coming by the Galilean sea ; 
For some there are who have misapprehended, 
And falsely thought of Peter, and of me. 

We had been fishing ; it was very early, 
And morn broke o'er the mountain parapets ; 
We gazed across the waters, still and pearly, 
Remembering how He called us from the nets. 



34 ST. JOHN 



We had taken nothing, we were disappointed, 
For He had gone, our Lord of truth and grace. 
We had been, we thought, to some great work anointed. 
And we had fallen to the commonplace. 

And there He stood, beside a flickering fire 
Paled in the morning sunlight, on the shore ! 
And we pulled towards Him, with a great desire 
To touch Him, and to hear Him as of yore. 



ST. JOHN 35 



In mystic awe we watched Him, and He gave us 
The broiled fish, and the oaten bread to eat. 
And seemed to promise He would never leave us 
Hungry and famished for the spiritual meat. 

M 

Forthwith He asked of Peter if he loved Him, 
And told him that his latter end should be 
A helpless martyrdom, and then reproved him 
Because he questioned what should come to me. 



36 ST. JOHN 



He spoke of me — I do not understand it — 

A tender oracle of love divine, 

Which always murmurs through me, 

And I hand it down to the generations for a sign ; 

He breathed a thought, that haply 1 should tarry 
Until He came ; and at the welcome word 
I saw the winding pathway, dim and starry, 
In which I should accompany my Lord. 



ST. JOHN 37 



He said not that I should not die — nay, rather, 
He did His work by dying,. so shall I ; 
He meant not that He would return to gather 
His Church Elect before my time to die. 

He meant — I know not, but I think I tarried 
Until He came, for He is very near ; 
Already are the bride and Bridegroom married ; 
Eternal life is now, and Heaven is here. 



ST. JOHN 39 

XII 
TDUT I must end ; it is a vain endeavour 
To tell it all — there is an endless store. 
The fountain flows for ever and for ever, 
Widening and deepening, and still running o'er. 

Yes, I might utter the sad words prophetic, 
The coming and the work of Antichrist, 
And wayward doctrine, Gnostic and Docetic, 
And heretics enticing or enticed. 



40 ST. JOHN 



But roll the parchment, for enough is written 
To show the whole world conquered by our Faith, 
The powers of darkness overthrown and smitten, 
Light, Life, and Love triumphant as He saith. 
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